A   NIGHT  AT  PIETRAMALA
when the wind was blowing in this particular
direction^ the snow was carried back on to the
road as soon as it had been taken off).    The wind
might change this evening5 of course $ but on the
other hand it might only change next,.week.
But if we wanted to go to Bologna5 why hadn't
we taken the Firenzuola road ?    Yes3 why not ?
said the landlord, who had joined us and was
listening to the conversation.    Why not take the
Firenzuola road ?    He had seen that the game
was up and that there was now no further hope
of getting us to stay another night.    Why not ?
We looked at him significantly, in silence.    He
smiled back5 imperviously good-humoured, and
retired to compile his bill.

We set out. The sky was white and full of
cloudy movement. Here and there the white
mountains were scarred with black, where the
precipices were too steep to allow the snow to lie,
From La Casetta we slid down the break-neck
road that twists down into the valley of the
Santerno. Within its walls Firenzuola was
black, ancient and grim. From Firenzuola the
road follows the Santerno. The river has tun-
nelled a winding passage through the mountains.
The valley Is deep and narrow ; here and there
road and river run between perpendicular walls of
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